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manoeuvres. One of our sails was blown to rags, the others were
with difficulty got in, and when night closed we were driving
under bare poles before a fierce south-wester over a raging sea,
while the sky, though unclouded, was veiled from view by a
general haze, such as often accompanies a high storm. The
passengers were frightened,, but the sailors and I rather enjoyed
the adventure, 'knowing that we were by this time far off the
coast, clear of all rocks, and in short anticipating nothing worse
than a day or two extra at sea before getting round to Mascat.
The moon rose, she was in her third quarter, and showed us a
weltering waste of waters, where we were scudding entirely
alone; some other vessels which had been in sight at sunset
had now totally disappeared. The passengers, and Yoosef-
ebn-Khamees among the number, dismayed by the mad roll of
the ship, no longer steadied by a stitch of canvas, by the
dashing of the waves, and all the confusion of a storm, sat
huddled below in the aft-cabin, while the helmsman, the
captain, and myself, held on to the ropes of the quarter-deck,
and so kept our places as best we might; the two Sonnees with
the Nejdean recited verses out of the Goran; the 'Omfinee
sailors laughed, or tried to laugh, for some of them too began
to think the matter serious; no one however anticipated the
sudden catastrophe near at hand.

It may have been, to judge by the height of the moon above
the horizon, about ten of the night or a little earlier, when we
remarked that the ship, instead of bounding and tossing over
the waves as before, began to drive low in the water, with a
heavy lurch of a peculiar character. One of the sailors ap-
proached the captain and whispered in.his ear; iu reply the
captain directed them to sound the hold. Two men went
to work and found the lower part of the vessel full of water.
Hastily they removed some side boardings, and saw a large
stream pouring into the hold from stern wards: a plank had
started.

The captain rose in despair full length, and called out
" Irmoo," " throw overboard," hoping that lightening the ship
of her cargo might yet save her. In a moment the hatchway^
midships were removed, and all hands busy to execute the last
desperate duty. But no more than three bales had been